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But love those eager bitings does restrain,            *$

And mingling pleasure mollifies the pain.

For ardent hope still flatters anxious grief,

And sends him to his foe to seek relief:

Which yet the nature of the thing denies;

For Iove5 and love alone of all our joys,               50

By full possession does but fan the fire;

The more we still enjoy, the more we still desire*

Nature for meat and drink provides a space,

And, when received, they fill their certain place;

Hence thirst and hunger may be satisfied,           55

But this repletion is to love denied;

Form, feature, colour, whatsoe'er delight

Provokes the lover's endless appetite,

These fill no space, nor can we thence remove

With lips, or hands, or all our instruments of

love:                                                               tio

In our deluded grasp we nothing find,,
But thin aerial shapes, that fleet before the mind.
As he, who in a dream with drought is curst,
And finds no real drink to quench his thirst,
Runs to imagined lakes his heat to steep,            (is

And vainly swills and labours in his sleep;
So love with phantoms cheats our longing eyes,
Which hourly seeing never satisfies:
Our hands pull nothing from the parts they strain,
But wander o'er the lovely limbs in vain.             70

Nor when the youthful pair more closely join,
When hands in hands they lock, and thighs in

thighs they twine,

Just in the raging foam of full desire,
When both press on, both murmur, both expire,
They gripe, they squeeze, their humid tongues

they dart,                                                       75

As each would force their way to t'other's heart;
In vain; they only cruise about the coast;
For bodies cannot pierce, nor be in bodies lost,